THE HORSE AND THE GUN"

bully and the brawler knew well enough that
they had small chance against such an equip-
ment, and kept out of the way. In all Mr.
Roosevelt's life on the frontier, sometimes in
unfamiliar towns keyed up to mischief, he was s
molested but once, and then by a drunken
rowdy who took him for a tenderfoot and with
a curse hade him treat, at the point of his two
revolvers, enforcing the invitation with a lit-
tle exhibition of " gun-play," while a roomful
of men looked stolidly on. Roosevelt was a                             |

stranger in the town and had no friends there.                             |

He got up apparently to yield to the inevitahle,                             !

practicing over mentally the while a famous                             j

left-hander that had done execution in the old                             i

Harvard days.    The next instant the bully                             ^

crashed against the wall and measured his                             J

length on the floor.    His pistols went off                             t

harmlessly in the air.   He opened his eyes to                             j

find the " four-eyed tenderfoot" standing over                             j

him, bristling with fight, while the crowd nod-                             |

ded calmly, " Served him right."   He surren-                             J

dered then and there and gave up his guns,                             |

while Mr. Roosevelt went to bed unmolested.
Such things carry far on the plains. No one
was ever after that heard to express a wish to